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An encounter with one who has 
visited more worlds than any of the 
other survivors of his species 

DREAMTIME 

BY AARON NORMAN 
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VALLEY OF THE KILNS 

In one voice they pledged fidelity to 

the brick fires, but one among them dared to 

violate the law of the clay 
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II sis on Scott Card has always 

been a gentle person. As a child he never tortured cats, never got in a 
schoolyard fistfight, never enjoyed stepping on worms on the side¬ 
walk after a rainstorm. Life has also been kind to him. No one he has 
known intimately has died. Why, then, do cruelty and death pervade 
his stories? 

Card does not litter the stage with corpses like an Elizabethan trage¬ 
dian. He does not celebrate gore. Instead, death arrives in his stories 
like the finale of a dance, and cruelty is a rite by which the victim 
becomes ennobled or, at least, justified 

It is no coincidence that the central ritual of Christianity memorializes 
an unspeakably cruel death; that it enacts symbolic cannibalism; that 
it explicitly has to do with the forgiveness of sin. Card, a Mormon, 
grew up surrounded by stories of exquisite suffering and rituals even 
more symbolically violent than the Eucharist. Without attempting to 
write Christian allegory, he has inevitably reached into himself for rites 
that feel important and true, for deaths that seem to accomplish 
something 

The result is a story like "Quietus," where death must be held at bay 
until it is bearable ; or “Fat Farm " in which a man must, to his own 
surprise, pay the price of his hedonism; or“Saint Amy's Tale “in which 
a woman learns the cost of being an angel. In every case, the central 
actor acts of cruelty, the important deaths, are voluntary, and all make 
some difference in the world. 

So even where the ending is hard for a sympathetic reader to bear, 
even where the tale seems to assert that victory and survival are 
mutually exclusive. Card never writes stories of despair. His tales are 
ultimately hopeful. His characters do make a difference in their 
worlds, and the reader is made better for having lived with them 
awhile. 
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ru oneofthe works in this section 
has ever been published before. The first story concerns the reincar¬ 
nation of a slam singer-musician-songwriter whom you will almost 
certainly recognize. The second story, a gripping short-short, tells 
with trenchant irony of an ill-fated journey to a star. The third de¬ 
scribes an unprecedented sort of romantic contretemps and the 
amusing, poetically just outcome. 

Computers, each much different from the other, play central roles in 
the latter two tales. In “I Am Large, I Contain Multitudes," Melisa 
Michaels' short short story, an impending tragedy is unavoidable 
because of a tiny mistake in computer programming. The vivid lesson 
taught here is that you must mean precisely what you say to a 
so-called thinking machine, especially when human life depends 
upon the consequences. Language is a slippery thing, and sorting 
out sloppy semantics may always lie beyond the ken of electronic 

Although the stakes are far less egregious in Oxford Williams’ tale, 
"Lave Calls," he does address the same problem. The computer in 
this heartwarming story also interprets—or misinterprets-its instruc¬ 
tions with exact literalness, but with the gratifying effect of dishing out 
just deserts to its surly owner. Williams has built into his electronic 
protagonist the ability, apparently, to make value judgments about 
people. It seems capable even of what might be termed "puppy 
love.” Well, who knows what sentiments may someday lurk in the 
circuitry of computers? 

The lead-off story in this section-‘‘Rubber Soul" by Spider 
Robinson-is a good puzzle as well as a clever yam. Set in the year 
2004, itjnvoives cryonics and the resurrection of a rock superstar 
twenty-four years after his untimely death. More than that, however, it is 
an interesting and deftly written portrayal of human relationships that 
once, some three decades earlier, had been headline news. Who? 
That's for you to figure out from all the allusions in the story, starting 
with Its title. In case you don't catch them all, refer to the author’s 
annotations at the end.. 
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I ere are two fine science-fiction 
tales, each by a celebrated practitioner of the genre. The first—Alfred 
Bester’s "Fondly Fahrenheit’-has been acclaimed as an exception¬ 
ally well-crafted story. The second-"My Lady of the Psychiatric 
Sorrows"by Brian W Aldlss-glows with the author’s imagination and 
his shrewd-but-sympathetic appraisal of human behavior in a future 
world that has been cruelly jolted back to a primitive condition. 

Originally published almost three decades ago, Bester's haunting 
tale seems to point a moral that warns against the placement of too 
much trust in technology. A question posed by the author is whether 
any machine, no matter how marvelously advanced, can be al¬ 
together foolproof. Bester's implied message is that even the most 
sophisticated machines-be they nuclear power generators, 
cybernetic brains or, as in this story, multiple aptitude androids-are 
vulnerable to the frailties of their creators and overseers. The android 
in "Fondly Fahrenheit" is a sporadic killer despite the vaunted failsafe 
systems built into It. But the problem does not reside entirely within 
the android: its human master turns out to be an unwitting 
psychopath. It must be so, of course, for an android could possess no 
emotions or independent motivations. What Bester explores in his 
thought-provoking story, then, is the horrific plight of a bewildered 
madman and the anthropomorphic creature of his malefic will, 

By contrast, the story told by Aldiss in "My Lady of the Psychiatric 
Sorrows" is a gentle one. It is a particularly appealing variation on a 
recurrent theme in his works, that of the human condition on earth 
after some cataclysmic event has brought down civilization. Aldiss 
reminds us that people adapt differently to change and often are 
profoundly transformed themselves. He teaches understanding and 
tolerance. After all, should any person judge the quality of another's 
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ch," a smug bigot has unknowingly predicted the weird 
oes that lead to his own ghastly death. The prophecy lurks 
in one of his oft-repeated racial slurs. 

j love of a widow for her late husband motivates the plot in 
nson's "Soul Search." Exceedingly wealthy and fanatic in 
purpose, she enlists the aid of a trusted employee and 
r technology to reincarnate her dearly departed in his 
Hy preserved body. The prospect of murdering certain 
\itdren in the process doesn't stop her. What does defeat 
vsted employee's fervid love for her. In fact it kills her. 
chieves a neat stroke of irony in his denouement, a literary 
•jn, really, on the maxim that love conquers all. 

sidenfs Image" Stephen Robinett reveals that, since the 
on, things at the White House have been run by a 
■ontrolled holographic image of the President of the 
es. Due to his dread of being assassinated , the flesh- 
president has been hiding out in Tahiti. But the holograph 
uch a fine job at the nation's helm that it is a shoo-in for 
i the forthcoming 1996 campaign. A crisis arises when the 
ihooses not to run and its corporeal counterpart in the 
South Seas must face up to his fears. 

obinett has written gentle satire, John Morressy has re- 
marious lampoonery in his story , "The Last Jerry Fagin 
plump target is the television industry in general and TV 
h particular. Morressy’s amusing tale is about a disarm- 
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SAVE THE TOAD! 










PAINTING BY DOMINIQUE PEYRONNET 
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